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oh! so much. I shall work very hard, and tell Arthur I shall be quite ready for an examination on Pericles, Marathon, and Arbela when I see him again. I am afraid Aunt Kitty thought me awfully ignorant of Greek history, but I really never have had anything to do with it.1 I think of you and your walk through the beautiful cloister when I plod through the muddy village to our hideous chapel. It is very smoky and dirty and misty, but — I will not be discontented."
"Feb. 14. And now I think of my dearest mother at home again, sitting in the evening in her own arm-chair in Peace Corner, with her little table and her Testament, and John and my Fausty 2— all white and clean — bringing in the supper, and, oh! how nice it must be! "
It was very soon after her return from Canterbury that my mother, going to visit a sick woman in the village, slipped down a turfy frost-bound bank near some steps in the garden at Lime. Unable to make any one hear lier cries for help, she contrived to crawl to the back part of the house, whence she was carried to a sofa, and a doctor sent for, who found that her leg was broken. After very many weeks upon a sofa, all lameness was cured, but the confinement, to one used to an active life, told seriously upon her health, and my dearest mother was always liable to serious illness from this time, though her precious life was preserved to me for nineteen years to come. Henceforward I never left her without misery, and when with her was perhaps over-anxious about her. Mr.
1	Grote's History was coming out at this time, and I had got into
terrible disgrace with the Stanleys from knowing nothing about it.
2	The Spitz dog.

